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ART & LIFE 



by adopting the most simple (in appear- 
ance); wood-engraving. But, to such a 
degree of perfection did he elevate that 
art, by adapting it to the traditional role 
— the embellishment of books — that the 
only reproach one could bring against 
this artist would be that he makes us lose 
the realization of effort. This last gives, 
in effect, a certain romantic ruggedness, 
a certain sad and morbid sense of tragedy, 
where artists are not possessed of the 
sovereign calm, due to a complete mastery 
of the craft. 

By that alone, Auguste Lepere is in- 
deed of France and of the capital of 



France. Less sui generis, doubtless, less 
surprising than a Holbein or an Albert 
Dtirer, or even than a Tony Johannot, he 
delights the man who contemplates him, 
by the sureness of his stroke, the supple- 
ness of his drawing, and the strength and 
the truth of the final result. There all 
things appear in their proper places, in 
their proper light and with their respective 
values, graduated according to a genius 
which is almost prodigious. 

Especially in the realm of the illustrat- 
ing of books, he opened up a marvelous 
avenue, down which, already, others 
whom we love, are wandering. 




To Artemis 



By Gardner Teall 



I have no honey-cakes for thee, O Artemis ! 

Other than my fidelity, 

Nor to thy snowy altar do libation bring 

To crimson it with sacrificial dole. 

Instead, the blood that purpleth these veins 

Shall, coursing, be my offering, 

Each quickening heartbeat be the pledge 

Of vows eternal my lips make to thee. 

Surely, calm goddess of this sylvan dell, 

Thou wilt not scorn thy votary! 

No wreath of forest flowers, trillium pale, 

Moonwort, anemone I weave! 

Thou shalt have chaplet in the prayers I breathe, 

Of buds plucked from the inmost garden of my soul ! 

Ah, thou dost answer me! Thy crystal voice 

Speaketh from out the waters of this pool! 

Thou art not angered, then, that I 

In place of sacrifice do give thee just myself! 



